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Impact 


Chopter | 


„Hey, what are you doing.. Laaarrsss! Give it back to me, fucker! | NEED it! ... Lars!" 


"Baby, come on! Get up! Get up!" 


Lars threw his long hair back and held the green pick between the tip of his right forefinger and middle finger, 
and his arm above his head. He laughed and moved a little bit closer to Kirk who sat on a chair in the dressing 
room. 

He playfully waved the pick right in front of Kirk's face, and Kirk tried to catch it. But Lars easily hopped back 


some steps and laughed again. 
"Aw, Lars!" Kirk sighed. "I'm busy. | must go through the solos one more time ..." 


"No, no, no! You had enough practice. Get up, babe", Lars repeated und threw the pick in one of the corners of 
the dressing room. 

Then he minced on Kirk to and tugged at the strap of his guitar. 

Kirk sat, as usual before the show, the first guitar which he would use to play on stage, without amplifier 
connection on the lap, and ran his fingers terrifically fast all along the fretboard. 


"I am practicing!" He stared at Lars grimly. „The show starts in ... well, 45 minutes .. And where are James and 


Lars, by the way?" 

„Don't know, and don't care." 

Lars had stripped Kirk the guitar strap and tried to tear the guitar from Kirk's arms. 

«| suppose that James has crept away in a dark corner somewhere and is loading himself up with some gulps 
of beer, before the show goes off", Lars said and grinned. „And Jason? | bet, he scrounges off a joint in 


another dark corner .. COME ON!" 


„idiot! You'll break her neck!" Kirk jumped on his feet, his guitar still holding on. But at the next moment Lars 
had already taken her away from him and had quickly laid her on a table nearby. 


«You won't practice any more", Lars said in determined tone. „| need you. Immediately!" 

worry? You've gone crazy, or what? The show will start soon, and ..", Kirk began. 

„Oh, we have plenty of time." Lars gripped Kirk's arm and urged the guitarist to follow him to the restroom. 
"Let go, you idiot! | haven't done ‘Master’, and ... 


„You can play ‘Master’ blindly and without even thinking of your tabs, or those chords, sweetheart. No more 
practising now. Too much practicing is not healthy, by the way. Relax!" 


Lars had pulled Kirk, who struggled violently, in the restroom. Then he pushed him in one of the toilet cubicles, 
squeezed himself in behind Kirk, too, and quickly pushed shut the door of the cubicle. 


„What ..2", began Kirk. 


At the next moment Lars' lips were on his. And Lars' tongue in his mouth. Lars burrowed his right hand in 
Kirk's long, dark hair which fell in wild locks over his shoulders and his backs. The left hand gripped Kirk's ass, 
the fingers between his long thigh shoved upwards. 


Kirk got to be able to solve his lips of Lars‘ to gasp. Lars' hard-on pressed itself against his lower abdomen. 
As usual, Lars didn't wear any underwear under the thin black spandex pants in which he usually was dressed 
up for drumming on stage. In addition the pants were riding so low on his hips that there Lars‘ cock would slip 
out of said pants during a show and make him look like a horny imbecile, as James had told him again and again 


furiously. 


Lars got incredibly aroused by some songs they had on their setlist, and he used to get up while drumming in 
his over-excited manner, so James stared at him with his deadly ‘Tl-kill-you-if-you-fuck-up-the-show' in 
regulary intervals. Or if this wasn't enough to keep the drummer down, he spat at Lars, aiming pretty 
precisely. 

Above all Lars was tormented by watching Kirk standing in front of the drum riser, the right foot on his wah 
pedal, and at the same time thrusting shamelessly his hips against his guitar. 


Or if Kirk took off his T-shirt because he got too hot and sweaty. 


Well, James looked pretty good, too, especially when he played with naked thorax, his long, blond hair falling 


down his back like a lion's mane. 


But James had turned down Lars’ advances during the last years pretty abruptly, and he had made clear to 
Lars with his fists and very harsh words that he wasn't gay and won't be ever. 
So, Lars had given up long ago. 


Now, nevertheless, he kissed Kirk lustfully and nearly violently, and this kissed back, the arms laid around Lars. 
Also Kirk got hard, in the meantime, and breathed fast. He pushed his hips against Lars’. Lars gave a loud 
groan. 


„Come on, baby", he whispered. „| need it, immediately.’ 


Kirk also moaned. „Listen, we can't do this", he answered, breathless, while he let his hands slide up and down 


Lars' back. „We must hit the stage in forty minutes.’ 


Lars looked at him under half-closed eyelids, then he kissed Kirk once more, shoving his tongue deeply in Kirk's 
mouth. 

Kirk moaned again, and shuddered. 

„That's enough, Lars .. come on, babe .. please! No!" 

Lars' lips were still close to Kirk's. 

„No way I'll hit the stage with an erection. Think about the fans. An think about James ... He will spit at me, as 
usually. Do you want that?" 


He pressed Kirks lower abdomen and thighs harder against himself. His hard cocks rubbed Kirk's, and Lars 


thrust his hips into Kirk's. 


Kirk wasn't able to resist. 
"Fuck!" He had his hand in Lars’ pants in the blink of an eye and closed his fingers around Lars' cock. Lars 
gasped and gave a series of hard thrusts into Kirk's hand. 


“Turn aroundl", he whispered hoarsely, fingering the buttons of the waistband of Kirk's black skin tight pants. 


Kirk did as he was told, now highly aroused, panting und moaning. Lars opened the zipper of Kirk's pants, and 
then got the pants down to his knees by pulling at them roughly. 


"Be careful", Kirk hissed. "| don't have an extra pair .. So, don't rip it up!" 


"Fuck, whatever!" 
Lars had his own pants down, and just a moment later he had Kirk's cock in his right hand, fingers gripping 
firmly, sliding along, massaging. Kirk gasped, then groaned helplessly. 


‘Oh yeesss!" Lars laughed. "You like that, don't you?" 
"Aw, come on, please ..", Kirk moaned. 


"lim working on it" 
Lars chuckled Then he spat in his left palm and spread his saliva all over his cock's head. He soaked two 
fingers with spit, and then Kirk cried out, as Lars penetrated him with those two fingers. 


"Oh, you fucking bitch.. THAT HURTS!" 
Kirk threw back his long dark hair, then bent forward to put his hands on the water tank of the toilet for 
support because Lars had withdrawn his fingers and pushed into him with his dick. 


Kirk cried out again because of the sharp pain of the spasms of his sphincter muscles. Lars felt his trembling 
and the tightness around his cock. He didn't move, just waited until Kirk became relaxed again. They both had 


known there would be no extend foreplay, because of the show waiting for them. 


Kirk let his head hang down and breathed in deeply, relaxing. Lars stroke the soft skin of his back after pushing 
Kirk's black tank top to his shoulder blades. 


"Okay, babe?" He bent over Kirk's back and kissed his lover's neck. 


Kirk gave a low moan. "Okay .. Fuck mel!” 


Lars hadn't to be told twice. He started to thrust into his lover, and Kirk was pretty busy to keep his balance. 
Lars hand on his cock made a good job, too, and Kirk felt his orgasm building. He panted and moaned like he 
always did, and threw his head back, hair flying. 


Lars wanted to tell him to damned shut up, and to not let everybody know what was happening in there ... But 
he wasn't able to do because his orgasm flashed through his body in a series of hot spasmodic waves. He had 
his fingers in Kirk's hair, tugging hard. 


‘Oh, my god", he groaned, but tried to keep his voice low. He felt Kirk's hot semen shooting all over his fingers. 
His lover was trembling again, and rode off the last spasms of his orgasm. He was still panting, his back 


sweaty. 


Chapter 2 


"WHAT THE FUCK!" 
A fist banged against the door of the toilet cubicle, and at the next moment, the door burst open and crashed 
on to Lars’ back, including the back of his head. 


He cried out in pain and tried to slam shut the door but the intruder forced his way inside. 
It was James, drunken and furiously. 


His blue eyes were glowing in anger. 
"You fags! You damned fags" 


He spat at Lars who quickly had pulled out of Kirk and pulled his spandex pants over his hips and his now spent 
cock. James didn't give him any more time to react, and wrapped Lars's long hair around his right hand. Then 


he dragged Lars out of the cubicle, yanking his hair brutally. Lars yelped in pain. 


"What have | told you both assholes?" James shook Lars, still gripping his hair. "| said NO FAG FUCKING when 
l'm around! And NO FAG FUCKING before, during and after the show! .. Wasn't that CLEAR ENOUGH?" 


"JAMES, STOP IT!" 
Lars tried to free himself from James' merciless grip. He thought James’ would rip open his head. 


“Stop itl" 


James wrapped Lars' hair once more very roughly around his hand and tossed Lars aside, letting the hair lose 
only when Lars’ body crashed into a wash basin, not able to protect his ribcage. 
Lars shrieked in pain and doubled over. Then he fell to his knees and hands and howled. 


In the interim James had wrapped Kirk's hair around his hand, and he pulled his lead guitarist brutally out of 
the toilet cubicle. Kirk had his pants zipped up, but hadn't time to do the buttons. He kicked at James, yelling 
and struggling. But there was no way to make the beast let go of him. 


"Damned fucking fag!" 
James slapped hard across Kirk's face, then once again, and again - and again 
"Don't fuck around before the show", he hissed furiously. "You are supposed to play the lead guitar, asshole, 


not to do the drummer! Fag!" 


Kirk tried to protect his face with his hands and forearms. His lower lip was burst open, and blood ran down 
his chin and tripped to the floor. He cried out again in pain and fear. 


James gave him another slap, but all of a sudden Lars was on James’ back, bringing his fists on James’ skull in 
a rapid series of punches. 


"Let him go, fucker!", he shouted desperately. 


But James barely noted that Lars clung to his back. He continued to beat up Kirk who tried to defend himself, 
but failed badly. He screamed for help, again and again. 


James had gripped Kirk's right forearm and tore away brutally his arm with which he tried to protect his 
head, to hit to him once more straight across the face. Kirk fell on the knees when sharp pain flashed across 
his right cheekbone. He struggled for air, panicking. 

It was not the first time that James hit him, but the first time shortly before a show. And in such a blind 
fury that Kirk knew that James would kill him. 


Lars clawed his fingers into James’ long blond mane, then he bit James in the right ear, so hard he was able 
to do. He was desperate. His whole body raved with pain. And he could hardly breathe. His angst for Kirk's life 


made him almost mad. 


When Lars bit him in the ear, James howled in pain and let Kirk go. With a few jerk movements he flung Lars 
of his back At the next moment he had gripped him by the collar of his T-shirt, had brought him up, and 


landed a hard punch in Lars's ribs. 


Lars‘ pain shout broke off all of a sudden when he got unconscious for a moment. Then he was suddenly felt, 
regained consciousness, and was caught before his body could hit the floor. Somebody sank him warily to 


ground. Lars crouched there, knees to his chest, his face on the knees. His hair hung down. His whole body 


trembled. 
Then the rushing had in his ears faded away enough that he could hear how James still thrashed around, while 
Jason and some guys of their road crew tried to fight him down. If James was in rage, he could be hardly 


brought under control. It was even more badly if he in rage and was drunken, too. 


Jason shouted at James, also the other guys which had come to help. They had brought James to the floor 
and held him down James still thrashed, but now six men nailed him down. But that wasn't easy. 


Lars heard Kirk's quiet whimpering and laboriously lifted the head. Kirk lay on his left side on the floor, the 


eyes veiled, the dark hair wildly around his head and partly over his face. 

A security-man knelt beside him and pressed a thick layer of wet paper towels against Kirk's bleeding lower lip, 
with the other hand he stroked his back softly. 

The skin about Kirk's cheek had already got blue and had swelled. 

„Oh, my God", groaned Lars. „Kirk!" 


Several of the roadies dragged James out of the restroom. He did not thrash any more, however, but still 
tried to break loose. 


wAssholes! Let me go! LEAVE ME ALONE!" His blond mane flew as he threw the head to the back. 
Jason's fist connected hard with James' back. 
whut up, fucker!", he shouted angrily. „We must be on stage in twenty minutes, you stupid asshole, and you 


have beaten up our drummer and the lead guitarist! You son-of-a-bitch!" 


whut up, too, you fairy", James shouted. 
However, he wasn't able to yell at Jason any longer, because the men from the crew got him under control 


and dragged him from the restroom. James protested loudly and cursed wildly. 


Jason went to the knees beside Lars and laid his hand on Lars' back. Then he stroked back softly Lars’ long 
hair. 

„What has he done to you? How much are you injured? Lars?" 

He tried to raise Lars' to a straighter position Lars groaned in pain. 


„Ôh, my God", Jason said horrified. „Come on! Lars! Can you get up?" 


Lars groaned once more then he took Jason's arm to hold on to it, while he came on the knees, then very 
slowly on the feet, still shaking. 

He wrapped the right arm round his chest when hot pain in the ribs took off his breath and made him squeal. 
Jason held him, laid an arm around him, and pushed Lars’ T-shirt upwards. On the left side the blue colour of 


the skin of a growing bruise about the lower rib area was to be seen 


„Damned shit!" Jason let go Lars' shirt and it slid down again. „You have to go to the Emergency room. This 
looks bad. Fractured ribs, | suppose." 


The drummer tried to breathe in deeply, although it hurt like hell. Then he pressed his hand on the injured ribs 
again. 
„No ... No, Jase .. No hospital. The show .." 


„Fuck the show", Jason urgently said. „You are injured .. And Kirk,too. You are not able to go on stage!" 


„We arel!" 

Kirk stood on his feet, still swaying and held by the security-man who had looked after him. He pressed a ball 
of wet and bloody paper towels against his lip. His right cheek had started get blue, his eyelashes were wet 
from tears. 


But his dark eyes were of full determination. 


iff James, this asshole, will hit the stage, I'll do the same." 


„l, too", Lars said in hoarse tone, and then coughed. 
Jason shook his head. 
„Guys, come on! No way", he said. „You both look awful. Nevertheless, you can hardly stand on your feet. And 


Lars - how do you wanna drum with broken ribs? You are crazy!" 


„Doesnt matter!" Lars shove his fingers through his long hair. „Give me some Ibuprofen. It will work .. We 
won't cancel the show by no means - not because James has beaten up half of the band" 

nut..." 

whut upl" Lars' green eyes were bloodshot, but full determination. „Provide for the fact that James will be on 


stage, too, and give his damned best, okay?" 


Jason stared at him in silence, then he eyed Kirk who had limped to one of the wash basins and had a look in 
the mirror to wipe the blood from his face and from his neck. His lower lip looked badly, however, bled no 
more. 

Kirk went with the fingertips about the injured lip and winced, then he said: „| just need some concealer and 
make up .. And another tank top. This one is soaked with blood" 

He briefly looked at Lars and Jason then he turned round and left the restroom with careful steps. 


Chapter 3 


The first song of their set list was "Creeping Death". 
The fans went wild. If James asked them to sing along, and they sang along, as usual, under the influence of 


alcohol and dope or just of being ecstatic to see their favourite band. 


James stood, with legs spread apart, in front of his microphone, the white Explorer hanging on the strap over 
his left shoulder, his blond hair flying, in long streaks, untamed. The skin of the finger ankles of his right hand 
were a little grazed, but it was hardly recognizable by the tempo of his rapid play on the rhythm guitar. 


Lars threw his hair to the back, mouth open Infernal pain flashed through him with every impact of his 
drumsticks. But he unwound the programme, sometime only mechanically because pain raved violently in his 
chest. The sweat ran down his back and chest and made his hair wet, too. His screams of agony were only to 
be heard by his band mates if they came near his drum riser. 


But Lars didn't miss a beat. 


Between two songs when James made his usual jokes with the fans, Lars pulled his T-shirt over the head and 
threw it aside. Then he reached for one of the cups full with ice water which were ready on the left beside 
him and poured the cold water all over his chest to make sure he won't fall off his drum stool because of his 


exhaustion. 


He drank the water from the second cup greedily. While drinking it he lifted his eyelids and his eyes met Kirk's. 
Kirk had done his very best to cover the wounds in his face by using a thick layer of make up. He tried to let 
his hair fall over the right side of his face, and he held his head lowered. 

But he didn't fail. 

No wrong note. 

All solos brilliantly played. 


Nothing to complain for James after the show. 


Neither Kirk nor Lars looked at James when he tried to lock eyes with them. 

And he tried it again and again, desperately, eyes full of anxiety and pain. 

Jason always stepped between him and Kirk when James tried to walk over to the lead guitarist, so James had 
to give up and to concentrate on his bass player. 

Jason acted pretty cool, and the audience saw he had fun to play around James. The fans applauded and 


screamed enthusiastically. 


But Kirk and Lars got more and more exhausted. It was a little bit easier for Kirk, because he just had to 
change stage sides with Jason during the songs. But doing the backing vocals, if needed, was painful. His lips 
were on fire. 


And he always was in fear that the bleeding would start again. 


He had to cut short his usually pretty long solo. His legs started to tremble, and he felt near fainting. 

But Jason was there and took over to give Kirk a chance to leave the stage for some minutes. He had seen 
that Kirk couldn't stand it any longer. 

So, he did an extended bass solo, and he did it with furious energy, causing the audience to scream his name 


over and over again. 


While Jason was on stage, Kirk laid backstage, breathing hard, his body simply rolled on to his back on the cool 
concrete. His tech carefully held his head to let him drink some ice water. Another member of the crew towel 
dried his hair, and also his face and his arms. 

Kirk groaned slightly as the towel touched his right cheek. But the crew guy was very careful to cause no 


more pain as necessary. 


At the same time Lars sat near Kirk, his back on the wall, his knees pulled to his chest, arms laid around his 
knees. Tears ran down his cheeks. He didn't care about it. 

All he did care about was Kirk A crew member knelt beside him to help him out with a towel and some ice 
water in a plastic cup. Mechanically, Lars took both and thankfully sipped the water. 

He felt like shit. 


The Ibuprofen he had taken helped a little. But the pain in his chest intensified by every movement of his body, 


and breathing in made him squeeze his eyes shut because of hellish pain. 


Nobody looked at James. 
He stood in the shadows of some extra amps, motionless. His eyes were on the scene with Kirk laid on his back 
and Lars crying. His arms were hanging down on his sides, and his face was pale, his blue eyes seemed to be 


without life. He was in a deep shock. 


Kirk rolled to his left side, then got to his knees and hands, as they heard the nearby end of Jason's solo. 
The next song would be "Nothing Else Matters’, and Kirk had to play the Intro solo. His tech helped him to got 
to his feet and slang the black ESP guitar's strap around him. Kirk adjusted the guitar, and then he entered the 


stage without looking at James as usual. 


Chapter 4 


They did the encore, and, finally, made their way back to the dressing room. Lars was wrapped in his bathrobe, 
barely able to stay on his feet. His tech took his arm to hold him. 


Kirk had a towel over his head and another one covered his shoulders and the nape of his neck. 


They reached the dressing room, and Jason sighed with relief. 

"Great show", he said calmly. 

He helped himself with some strawberries from the table with the catering plates. "Pretty awesome, I'd say." 
He glanced at James out of the corners of his eyes without turning his head. 


James didn't answer. Sweat had soaked up his body and his blond mane. He was exhausted, and there were 
tears burning in his eyes. 

He had played absolutely perfect, and also his lead vocals had been outstanding. But one short moment while 
singing "Nothing Else Matters" his voice trembled, and Jason saw a tear run down his cheek. 


Then he had maintained control again. 


All of the sudden the impact sound of a body on the floor was to be heard. 

Everybody whirled around. 

Lars had been fallen down and laid there, unconscious. His robe was open, so the dark livid and extensive 
haematoma on the left side of his chest and upper abdomen was to be seen 


"Lars! Oh, my god!" Kirk was on his knees beside Lars in the blink of an eye, carefully touching Lars’ pale face. 


"Lars! Open your eyes, baby! Oh god! He's dying! HE'S DYING!" 


His body shook of sobbing helplessly. He cried out Lars' name over and over again 


But Lars' tech, Jason, and two paramedics which had looked after Lars and Kirk before the show and while 
Jason's solo, were on their knees beside Lars just some seconds later to take care of him. One of them opened 
the first aid kit. 

Jason laid his arms around Kirk and held him firmly, dragging him a little bit back, because he hindered the 
paramedics. 


Kirk protested and struggled against Jason held him safely, gently trying to sooth him down. 


The paramedics were busy to get Lars’ blood pressure and to make sure he could breath. They laid him to his 
right side, and put the electrodes for controlling his heart function on to his chest, also the oxygen control clip 
on his left forefinger. 


Again, no one took notice of James. 

He stood there, still sweaty from the show, but now frozen in shock. All of a sudden he turned around and ran 
to the restroom. 

There he felt to his knees in front of a toilet bowl and threw up, over and over again, his body twitching 


spasmodically. 


No one cared about him. 


Chapter 5 


They were on the plane as scheduled the following day to get to the next station of their tour. 
Lars and Kirk had been in the Emergency Room of the hospital nearby their hotel. 
Lars had two fractured ribs and multiple smaller bruises all over his arms and back. But in Kirk's case the x- 


rays had shown no fracture of his cheekbone. 


But they both had a pretty awful night lay behind them. 


Now, Kirk had fallen asleep shortly after takeoff. Jason took a blanket and covered Kirk's body up to his 
shoulders. He sat beside him to take care of him. 
Lars had his seat on the opposite side put back, and laid on his back, eyes closed. 


He knew it was James who quietly got the seat at his right side after a long while, and he didn't open his eyes. 
He smelt James’ aftershave lotion and the shampoo he always used. 

No alcohol. 

Lars didn't move, or gave a sign that he knew James was sitting at his side. 


There was silence. 


Then: "I'm sorry!" It was just a whisper. "I'm so sorry, Lars ... | .. | can't ..." 
y J P Y 


James’ voice broke. 
Lars heard his sobs, although James tried hard to suppress them. 
"Oh, my god", James whispered desperately, and then he whimpered. 


Now, Lars turned his head and opened his green eyes to look at James. James’ eyes were begging and full of 
tears. Then he sank his head, and his blond hair fell over his face. 


"I'm so sorry", he whispered again. "I'm .. 'm a monster ... just an evil monster .. There is no excuse .." 


"You had been drunk", Lars said calmly. 

James lifted his head and looked at Lars, lips open, eyelashes wet from his tears, also his cheeks. 
He tried to speak but failed, so he covered his face with both hands, moaning quietly. 

His shoulders twitched with every sob. 

Lars said nothing but looked at him with tearless eyes. 

After a while James lowered his hands and blue eyes met green eyes. 

| was drunk, yes", he said. "But not more drunk as usual." 

He paused. 

Lars didn't say a word and waited. 

James breathed in deeply. "I ... | hardly can stand any longer the fact that you and Kirk .. You know ...That you 
and Kirk .." 


Lars looked at him calmly, taking in the desperate expression of James’ face. 
"Why?" he asked then. 
James closed his eyes, just for a moment then he opened them and looked into Lars' green eyes again. 


"I love youl" he whispered. 


Again, there was silence. 

Then James was able to speak again. "I love you, Lars. | love you so much. And ... and to see you with Kirk, 
doing the things | want to do with you, got more painfully every day." 

Lars closed his eyes, too. 

He wasn't surprised to hear those words. 

After a while he said: "James, you know | love you, too ... I've tried so hard to get your love. But you pushed 
me away over and over again 

"I'm sorry.. I'm so sorry | did that to you." 

Lars felt the soft caressing of James' fingertips which stroke his right arm. He didn't flinch. 


Then he opened his eyes again to gaze at James, his eyes sadly. 

"James, you've beaten up Kirk badly. You could have killed him. You could have killed ME, too." 

James nodded, ashamed, not able to reply. 

"It was a pretty stupid idea to fuck half an hour or so before the show’, Lars continued softly. "So, | am to 
blame, too. Maybe Kirk, too, but | think he just couldn't resist my desire, as usual." 

James looked at him without saying anything, his blue eyes wide. 


"So, | know you were pretty shocked when you came into the restroom and found us fucking.” 


James lowered his head. 

"That's no excuse for what | have done to you and Kirk", he said. 

Lars gave a brief nod. "That's right. | just said | can follow your motifs." 

James lifted his hand and stroked Lars’ cheek with the back of his fingers, caressing him. 
Again, Lars didn't flinch. 

James breathed in deeply. Lars waited. 

"Could you ... Could | .. Will you let me love you?" James whispered. 


There was a long silence. 


Then Lars extended his arm and touched James' face, very softly. 


"Maybe", he whispered. 


The end 


